MEDICINE
It was Barney.
" I am anxious to learn what diet is safe in a case
of fever."
It sounded very strange, coming as it did from
Barney in his solemn black clerical clothes. He must
have had a rozener on his way up, for I don't believe
he could have passed Davey Kiernan's, which by
deed must be kept as it was in the eighteenth century,
without a quick one to blunt the slings and arrows.
Addressing the room from where he was, he re-
cited, glaring from under his brows:
" Fluid, farinaceous, fish;
Then a chicken in a dish 5
Then to mutton, then to beefj
Then from all rules there is relief !"
He threw up his arm in a liberating gesture. His
appearance suggested that he was on no particularly
rigorous regimen at the moment, or that if he had had
a fever, it was one of those fitful ones which are called
false fevers and cured, strangely enough, by the cause.
I suffer from that sort at times myself. The little
man repressed a smile. I looked at Birrell as who
should say, " Another bard appears." The town runs
with song. I saw Birrell pricking up his ears.
Nevertheless I refrained from telling who the sombre-
suited nightingale was. He would meet him in due
course.
"Perfectly correct; but may I ask, doctor, why
the dish ?"
Barney was nonplussed, but we who knew the little
man knew that he had to reinstate himself in our
opinion, and that meant that we had to linger on until
he prepared and delivered a few nasty ones.
" There has been, one might almost say, a good
deal of merriment, suppressed and expressed, this
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